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DEDICATED IN MEMORY OF 


LELA MAXENE 'WALCH' PEILE 


Lela Maxine Peile was the best buck hunter, 
and best fisher of Salt Creek I ever knew. 

She could corral the meanest cow with nothing 
but hay string, and a hog panel. She chopped 
wood like Paul Bunyan, and probably the cow 
that jumped over the moon had Maxine behind 
her. 

Maxine had a creative side that showed 
through in her cabin, and her love of family 
history. There are a lot less pretty rocks in the 
mountains of Salt Creek, due to her vigilance. 

She preserved a way Of life that few are 
privileged. One her family only knew because 
of her. 

She walked further, climbed higher, and loved , 
more than any other. She was always steadfast in 
her faith of God throughout her life. 

She was loved, and will be missed by all. 

By Clint Schteigh 


Picture: Maxine holding great granddaughter 
Lela Schleigh 
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Lake Creek's Orphan 


Lela Maxine Walch Peile 
By Kelly Peile 


Maxine's brother Kenny Walch told this: My 
mother asked to see me, they took me into the 
room, I hardly could recognize her. She had an 
infection from child birth. She told me to be a 
good boy, take good care of my dad, my little 
brother, Harold, and my new baby sister Lela 
Maxine. I knew she was going to die. I was 6 
years old at the time. (Penicillin wasn't made 
available in the U S until March of 1945.) 

Maxine's Aunt Emma Walch Messal at the age 
of 50, brought Maxine to Salt Creek at the age of 
three days. Emma said she would take care of 
her until the family decided what to do with her 
and where she would live. Emma was no 
stranger to hard times or “Tough Love”. Emma 
was born about 20 years after the end of the 
Civil War, one of 13 children, to an Oregon 
pioneer family. Emma's brother, Lou had died a 
few years earlier after a horse kicked him, thus 
leaving his children; Buck, Willard and Kathrine 


gathering the milk cows the most, whether on foot 
or with the old Ben horse. 

World War Il started about the same time that 
Maxine started school. She stayed with Lester and 
Mildred Messal so she could catch the school bus. 
None of the Messals had a car in those years. 
They lived in a small cabin where Salt Creek Road 
meets Hwy 140 
Now you have to understand riding the school bus 
from Lake Creek to Eagle Point was similar to 
survival training for Seal team 6. The school bus 
driver's name was Mr. Arnold and the kids were 
ornery. Picking on each other, shooting spit wads, 
pulling the girls hair and Little Maxine would holler 
for Mr. Arnold to “Help! Help!” in her small voice, 
"Mr. Arnold! Mr. Arnold! Help! Mr. Arnold Please 
Help! Mr. Arnold! They're killing me Mr. Arnold!” 
But Mr. Arnold was deaf! 

One day Mr. Arnold stopped at the Brownsboro 
store, leaving the kids alone on the bus. He went 
into the store to buy tobacco. One of the older 
girls gets into the driver's seat. All the other kids 
are hollering, egging her on to steal the bus and 
away she goes, shifting gears, gravel flying and 
kids screaming! Mr. Arnold comes out of the store 
just in time to see the bus speeding away. Luckily 


to be raised by their mother, Anna ‘Nygren' Walch there was a bicycle in front of the store. He grabs 


and Anna's brother Carl Nygren. In 1929, the 
stock market collapsed, America entered the 
Great Depression. Hard working people 
everywhere, lost everything they worked for and 
stood in food lines, facing starvation. 

In 1935, the year before Maxine arrived at 
Salt Creek, Emma and William's (Billy's) house 
burnt down. Also, infant grandson died from 
pneumonia. Their son Lester and wife Mildred's 
only child. 

Emma and Billy milked 12 cows, selling the 
cream. They had some beef cows and Billy 
started a few horses for neighbors. He did all the 
haying and farming with his horses. He never 
rested in the fall, until he had the wood shed full, 
sawing by hand and hauling wood with the team 
and wagon. 

Maxine had many chores and responsibilities. 
She told that she stood on a step stool to wash 
dishes, pumping water with the pitcher pump, 
heating it on the wood stove and carrying 1000's 
of gallons of water to the barn. She started 
milking the cows when she was very young and 
often did all the milking by herself. She enjoyed 
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the bicycle and starts peddling as fast as he can 
after the speeding bus. The kids yelling, Faster! 
Faster! Mr. Arnold's coming! Faster! (Just Lake 
Creek kids having fun!) 

After the war, the Messals got an old car of 
some kind. However, no one but Lester could drive 
it. Billy stuck with his horses, but Aunt Emma was 
always one to take on a challenge...drove around 
and around the field practicing driving, letting out 
the clutch, shifting gears, turning, stopping whoa! 
And Maxine rode with her. When Emma got so she 
could drive without causing too much damage or 
hysterical laughter, she would drive the old car all 
the way to Medford. She would park way out on 
the East side, to stay out of traffic and she and 
Maxine would walk the rest of the way to town 
(Billy and Emma never had a driver's license.) 

About the time Maxine was in her second year 
of high school, electricity came to Salt Creek, along 
with the farmer phone and indoor plumbing. Aunt 
Emma was having a quilting party with some of 
the neighbor ladies: Amber Owen, Amy Grissom, 
Mrs. Gardner and of course Maxine, when the cops 
drove in and started searching the house for illegal 
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deer meat. They were disrupting the quilting 
party! Mrs. Gardner gets up and calls her 
husband on the brand new telephone. While the 
cops are in the house and can hear and see Mrs. 
Gardner,she speaks in German and tells Mr. 
Gardner to hide their deer meat, the cops are 
raiding! 

Mrs. Gardner grew up in an orphanage in 
Austria and had special friendship with Maxine. 
Maxine would ride old Ben up to visit Mrs. 
Gardner. 

All the new conveniences may have been too 
much for Billy. He fell ill. Emma asked him if 
there was anything he wanted to eat that might 
help him feel better. “Well, maybe some buck 
meat”. Maxine had a new little dog, Bimbo and 
off they go hunting. It was early summer and 
not many deer down low, but the hunt turned 
successful and bimbo became a great buck dog. 
Maxine said, “I never worried when I had Bimbo. 
We always got 'em! Once I saw a crippled buck 
hold Bimbo down under the water in Salt Creek 
with his horns, but he wasn't under the water 
long.” The buck meat didn't have any miraculous 
effect and Billy passed on. 

Lester bought a Jeep-pickup. He said it had 
one more gear than the factory knew about. He 
drove in and asked Maxine to help him skin a 
buck. She walked outside to help and there were 
five big bucks in his Jeep pickup and it was after 
the season to boot! Aunt Emma had a wood cook 
stove on the north side of the hill in the tall 
timber, so no one could see the smoke. She 
canned deer meat in the fall, avoiding the cops 
and their raids. 

Maxine and Lester made quite a spot lighting 
team, kind of like Bonnie and Clyde. Well, they 
were outlaws. Lester said Maxine could hold the 
light better than anyone he had ever seen, ever. 
One night while spot lighting up Salt Creek, hawk 
eye Lester saw the cop driving up the road. 
Lester shut all the lights off in the Jeep before 
the cop could see him and waited with the motor 
off. The cop pulls up into the drive way of the 
ranch and shuts off his motor. Lester and Maxine 
waited till Lester thinks the cop is asleep. He 
takes his foot off the brake, and he is going to 
coast down the hill right past the sleeping cop. 
Maxine can't take the pressure of being an 
outlaw. “Lester! Let's throw out this spot light.” 
“Naw, ya might break it.” “Well, stop and I'll hide 
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the gun by a tree or something!” “What if we see a 
buck?” “My God Lester, we'll go to jail!” Lester just 
kept coasting past the sleeping cop and down the 
road till it flattened out and he needed to start the 
motor. Maxine can't take life on the run as an 
outlaw! “I told Lester to stop and let me out and I 
will walk the rest of the way home!” 

Lester wasn't just a good shot, but was also a 
fine horseman. Charley Stanley and Lester were 
moving cattle and they jumped a bunch of wild 
horses. They made a quick plan, told Maxine to get 
out ahead of them and turn the horses in the gate 
up there. So she sneaked around them with Old 
Ben, got ready and here they come with that 
bunch of wild horses at a dead run! Charley and 
Lester are hollering, the ground is shaking, brush 
is breaking and, “I tried to turn them in the gate, 
but they blew by me and Old Ben like a bunch of 
wild deer!” Charley and Lester were laughing, 
“Ha- ha Maxine why didn't you head them off? Ha- 
Ha “ 

In high school, the boys called Maxine ‘legs’. 
She was a majorette and played softball on the 
Rogue Valley Maids team. She won a a spot on 
the Miss Rogue Valley Rodeo Queen Court, along 
with Tessie Ragsdale Fisher (lookout). Lester let 
Maxine ride his best horse, Buster. Buster was out 
of Lester's famous old pet mare. He was a square 
built quarter horse type with a horseman's handle, 
and he could flat move. They went as far as the 
Red Bluff Round-up. Maxine said, “I hardly went to 
a rodeo that some rodeo cowboy wouldn't come 
up and Say, Hey kid, you think I could borrow your 
horse to rope off of? Well Mister if you want to 
borrow this horse, you go ask that old guy sitting 
up there in the stands. Ya' see him up there, that 
old cowboy looking guy, sitting all by himself? I'd 
see them go up and talk to Lester, he never let 
anyone, but me, borrow Buster!” 

About the end of school Maxine showed up 
with a young man. “I told Lester we were going 
hunting.” He said,” O. K. but don't do a lot of 
shooting. I don't want the cops up here.” (I don't 
know what Lester thought; I never heard anyone 
shoot that much before.) Lester gave Maxine 
away at her wedding. He didn't live much longer 
after she was married. I think he was about 54. 
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Aunt Emma had two biological children still living 
Lawrence and Neva. Lawrence bought the first 
and only tractor, for his folks ,a Ford N. A. N. anda 
milking machine so they wouldn't have to milk by 
hand. Aunt Emma hired Medford attorney, Charley 
Reems to write up her will and the place went to 
her common law adopted daughter. 


Maxine's words, “Well, she knew I liked it here.” 


Maxine fishing with 
grandson Clint. 


Maxine as a little girl 
learning the chores 
on her Salt Creek 
Ranch. 


Maxine-Far right 
Majorette for 
Eagle Point High 
School. (4 years) 
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MEMORIES OF COUSINS 
By Sandra Bates 


I am a first cousin to Maxine Peile. My 
mother, Helen Evelyn Combs Hamilton, was 
Maxine's aunt and the only sister to Bernice 
Walch, Maxine's birth mother. 

We didn't see Maxine a lot through the years, 
but I do remember her coming to our house in 
Medford, with Mrs. Emma Messal, to bring 
Christmas gifts to my brother and myself. This 
was probably around 1949-1955 or so, as we 
moved to Ashland in 1955 and I have no 
recollection of that happening in Ashland. 

Maxine was very shy and so was I. So with 9 
years difference in our ages, I don't remember 
many conversations with her when we were 
young, but as an adult, I have fond memories of 
meeting for meals with her and other cousins 
whenever we would be in Southern Oregon. 

Several years ago my husband and I, along 
with cousins Phil and Cecilia Combs, went out to 
Maxine's ranch for a visit. We didn't know that 
Eddie Peile and Lan Dusenberry were coming 
that day too. We all sat around in her living 
room with Lan keeping us all in stitches with 
humorousness stories. Maxine laughed more 
that day than I think I'd ever seen her. It was so 
fun to see her get so tickled and giggling along, 
with the rest of us. 

Maxine worked for the Shady Cove Senior 
Center for a few years. She drove the senior bus 
and I remember her talking about how much she 
enjoyed her job and getting to know all the 
seniors. She became close to all those folks and 

I imagine their lives were enriched by her quiet 
kind care. 

My mother liked to tell the story about the 
time mom's parents, Fred and Hattie Combs, 
took my mom and Maxine to the ocean for the 
first time. I think Maxine was around three years 
old, as she would say when asked how old she 
was, “fee in dune,” she was going to be three in 
June. When seeing the ocean for the first time 
she declared, “Look at the big kick”. Of course 
her reference was the creek nearby so it must 
have looked like a massive creek to her little 
eyes. 

I was pleased to be able to give a few things 
to Maxine, of her mother's, after I found some 
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things in my mom's boxes. One item was her 
mother Bernice's diary (which was written in 
pencil), but Maxine very carefully rewrote the 
whole thing. I was also able to give her some 
old homestead items ,as well, for her little 
museum adjacent to her home. She was so 
excited when my husband David and I came to 
see her and the museum, with my other cousin 
and is wife, Phil and Cecilia Combs, of Phoenix. 
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MEMORIES OF COUSINS 

By Gary Hamilton 


I am Sandra Bates' brother. These are fond 
and memorable memories for me. 


Memory one: When I was in grade school we 
drove up from the valley to visit Maxine up at her 
ranch. We lived in a suburb down in the Medford 
area, so her ranch was an interesting and 
exciting different world for me. She was a few 
years older than me, and she kindly offered to 
take me for a ride on her horse. I was little, the 
horse was big, and I held on to Maxine as we 
rode around. It was great. This was my first and 
only such experience with a horse until I rode an 
unruly horse at a dude ranch in Hawaii many 
decades later. 

Memory two: Perhaps it was on that same 
visit to her ranch, when Maxine and I were both 
kids, she took my Mom, Dad, sister and me 
outside for a walk around her house, just 
showing us around. As we stood on what I recall 
as some rocky ground right next to her house, 
she told us all about the many rattlesnakes she 
was killing on their property. Rattlesnakes? I 
keep looking at the ground all around me, half 
expecting to see one right then and there. She 
went on to tell us that not all their snakes were 
bad—and told us about one that actually killed 
rattlesnakes. Now that was a story I liked to 
hear! I can't remember what kind of snake it 
was, but after that I always had a fondness in my 
heart for them; whatever they were. 

Memory three: Another time, when she was 
still a child, she came to stay with us in Medford 
for a day or two. We took her to our favorite 
place to fish for catfish on a slough along the 
Rogue River. We put the catfish we caught into a 
gunnysack. I remember that the sack was heavy 
and wet, with the catfish in there all on top of 
each other writhing around, making it difficult 
and awkward for dad and us kids, including 
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Maxine, to keep the mouth of the bag open 
while, at the same time, in the semi dark, 
wrestling the next fish into the bag. As a big one 
was thrashing around wildly, spines a flying, our 
hands were busy everywhere trying to hold the 
bag open and also holding on to the fish and 
getting it into the bag. Maxine ended up getting 
a nasty gash on her hand from one of those 
spines that stick out from their heads. It was 
quite a shock for me. I felt terrible about it. But 
as I recall, she took it in stride, perhaps 
foreshadowing how she would handle things that 
would come her way later in life. 
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RANDOM MEMORIES 

By Greg Walch 

My first memories of Maxine are among the first 
memories I can remember, I am thinking of a 
time as a small child. I recall being in Maxine's 
garden, surrounded by beautiful rocks, petrified 
wood, Jasper, agates, etc. Maxine always had a 
garden, and she was a lifetime collector of 
beautiful rocks. She eventuallytook a portion of 
those rocks and incorporated them into a wall 
around her yard. This was a work of art which I 
always appreciated. 

Maxine always worked hard, and life on the 
ranch was rigorous. As a rancher Maxine's duties 
were numerous and varied. Among them were 
things like irrigating, which required cleaning the 
ditches every spring with a shovel and 
maintaining them all summer long. Maxine was 
an excellent irrigator. She very rarely ever missed 
a spot, but if she did, she would not miss it the 
next rotation. Her fields had no dry spots, but 
were always green. 

Maxine was active in every aspect of ranching. 
She was an excellent horsewoman, particularly 
good at working cattle, not only from horseback, 
but on the ground as well. She could diagnose 
problems with her cattle and treat them, she 
could load them in the chute, put the squeeze on 
them, give them shots, mark and brand, and, in 
general, was an expert rancher. When a crew 
was gathered to help, she would provide 
excellent meals as well. 

Maxine shirked nothing and met every 
challenge head on. Hunting was one of her 
forte, and she liked to take people hunting. She 
knew the deer's habits and she could put people 
in locations where she knew the bucks would 
come out. She would go into the woods and 
flush the deer to the waiting hunter. One of her 
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favorite things to do was to take disabled people 
hunting on her properties. There were more 
than a few who filled their tags thanks to Maxine. 
Maxine was generous to a fault and would help 
where she could. 

There were consequences however for violating 
her trust and goodwill. I recall one incident in 
particular which violated my trust as well. Some 
of my cousins wanted to organize a hunt and 
Maxine said it would be OK, but she requested 
that we put no one in a certain spot because she 
did not want it to be disturbed. She wanted one 
of her disabled folks to go there the next day and 
she could drive a buck out to him or her. We all 
agreed that would be fine and so we went to 
make the hunt. I was, more or less, leading the 
group so I admonished my cousin that was going 
to be on that side of the hill to steer clear of that 
area and he assured me he would. Unfortunately, 
after we walked away, he changed his mind and 
moved down into the area where he was not 
supposed to be. I made the drive, and a nice 
buck came out and he shot it. When I saw what 
happened I was outraged, but it was already 
done and there was nothing I could do. Long 
story short, that cousin was never allowed to 
hunt on the ranch again and I felt so bad I never 
even asked to hunt there again, though Maxine 

forgave me my part in the debacle. 

Maxine's daughter, Teresa, had registered 
Herefords as a part of her 4H activities. A spot 
lighter shot and killed one in the field across the 
creek from the house one night. The Oregon 
Department of Fish and Game were in the habit 
of driving up the road and spotlighting deer, in an 
effort to count them to estimate their population, 
so Maxine called them to let them know of the 
crime. She informed them that they needed to 
call before they did their game counts, because 
she was apt to shoot first, and ask questions 
later. One night they neglected to call first. 
Alerted by the cow dogs, Maxine looked out her 
window and saw a spotlight shining in the 
pasture where the Hereford was shot. So, she 
sent a rifle slug out across the valley, and the 
vehicle sped away. A short time later she got a 
phone call from the agents involved. A shaky 
voice on the other end apologized for disturbing 
her so late at night, and asked permission to 
resume the count. They received permission and 
afterwards called ahead of time. 

Maxine was a very forgiving human being. I 
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My Friend 
By Marilyn Maloney 


I don't know where to start on my memory 
journey with Maxine. When I started 
volunteering at the Lake Creek Historical Society 
in 2009 and needed information on different 
people, she was my source of information. She 
was always willing to help me. This I will always 
appreciate. 

When the Oregon Legislature approved a test 
in 1981 to vote-by-mail for local elections this 
eliminated our jobs. Vera Walch, Maxine and I 
worked at the polling place at the Lake Creek 
Grange for many years. We had so much fun 
greeting our neighbors that came to vote, that 
we probably had not seen since the last election. 

Since it was a long day and many hours when 
we did not have any voters, we each had a craft 
project that we were working on. Maxine was 
usually embroidering on kitchen tea towels, Vera 
crocheting or some hand sewing, mine was what- 
ever project that I had going at the time. Of 
course the most fun was just visiting. 

Maxine always remembered my birthday with a 
card. She usually made them with dry wild 
flowers or pictures she had taken. The most 
precious one (and it was hard to pick only one), 
was when she sent me pictures of her climbing 
Mt. McLoughlin with Clint and Teresa in 2012 
(article in Lake Creek Fall/Winter newsletter) 

She wrote this special poem: 
“May God grant you always a sunbeam to 
warm you, 
A moonbeam to charm you, 
A sheltering Angel so nothing can harm you, 
Laughter to cheer you, 
Faithful friends near you, 
An whenever you pray, 
Heaven to hear you.” 
You will always be in my heart and you are being 


greatly missed. 
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THE LAKE CREEK HISTORICAL 
SOCIETY IS STILL CLOSED 


DUE TO THE CORONAVIRUS. 
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ADVENTURE 
By Marilyn Maloney 


This information came from an article that Garry 
Wilson wrote. This was written with his 
permission. The complete article is in the 
Fall/Winter 2014 newsletter. That was a very 
interesting and adventurous day. 


When I was researching my Thumberg family 
roots, I discovered they had lived in Lake Creek. 
So I contacted the Lake Creek Pioneer Museum 
and Marilyn Maloney got me in touch with Maxine 
Peile. She knew the Thumbergs and ,had met 
them as a child. Her uncle, William Messal, had 
been childhood friends with the Thumberg 
children, in the 1890's and had gone to school 
with them on the desert. 

After a great tour of the Lake Creek Museum 
and the General store Marilyn, my wife and I 
headed up Salt Creek Road to meet Maxine to 
see where the old Thumberg homestead had 
been. The land was beautiful with oak trees, 
rocky chaparral, dry grass hill country. Maxine 
said she'd be waiting for us with her mule, so we 
thought we were in for some pretty rough 
country. Mules and rattlesnakes, this was goning 
to be interesting. Maxine's mule turned out to be 
a Kawasaki ‘mule’ side by side. We followed the 
mule a little further up Salt Creek Road an onto 
the old Thumberg property. 

The old three room homestead and barn, 
Frederick Thumberg had built, had been torn 
down years ago, but Maxine remembered it well 
and exactly where it had been located. We were 
so lucky to have met Maxine, someone who 
actually knew of the Thumbergs and had lived 
her entire life on the Messal property that 
bordered the Thumberg property. She, more than 
anyone, knew that life; a rugged life for strong 
people. Thank you Maxine! 
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never knew her to harbor ill will towards anyone. 
She was very respectful of others. She certainly 
deserved, and deserves, respect. She had, and 
will always have, mine. 
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Ode to Maxine Peile 
Dear Cousin, 

Had | stayed in Oregon I would have loved the 
chance to get to you know you better as an adult. 
From my perspective as an adult. 

I only can share my memories of you, from my 
youth. That reality in itself makes me shed a tear. 
As a young and wild youth that I was, you 
brought a quiet, peaceful, calmness into my life. 
One of my fondness memories of you when | 
would go to vour house to visit and play with my 

cousin Kelly, is you saying grace before a meal. 
You were a strong woman with many talents; 
gardening, ranching, and many more. You worked 
so hard, and always did your work filled with 
grace. 

Your smile was radiant. It lit up a room, a smile 
you passed down to both of your children. 
Working on 4-H projects under your wing and 
your daughter Teresa was a blessing. Thank you 
for your tutelage and patience. 

Your barn had the best hay loft! We would swing 
otf the rope from the top of the barn eaves and 
plunge into the fluffy haystack below. That is and 
torever will be one of my fondness memories of 
growing up in Lake Creek. Kelly and I would do 
that tor hours. I only wish I could do that again, 
without a care in world. 

] loved your meals; always tasty and good for the 
tummy and soul. Thank you for the good warming 
meals at your house. Thank you for your hugs too. 
When you spoke, it was sweetness to my ear; soft 
and yet so meaningful. You did not waste words 
like the foolish do. 

You always greeted with a smile and waved 
goodbye with a smile. Always came outside to 
greet and came outside to say goodbye. You 
always showed politeness something that is so 
lacking in this socially crippled and inept society. 

Thank you for the memories, when I think of 
Salt Creek, ] think of you. Salt Creek lost a big 
dose of Salt. The Bible says we are to be the salt 
andthe light, you were the Salt, and a light on a 
hill. Looking forward to seeing you and so many 
others that have gone on to be with the Father and 
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the Son. It gives me peace and a smile to reflect 
upon that thought. 
Vaya con Dios Maxine 
Much Love Shannon 'Walch' Howell 
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MEMORIES 
By Ron Walch 


In 2000, I was President of the Lake Creek 
Historical Society Board of Directors. At that time 
a "friendship tablecloth" was donated to the 
society by Bob and Ruth Braden. They were the 
new owners of the Ben and Margaret Gardener 
home. 

As the LCHS began to investigate the origin of 
the tablecloth, it was found to be somewhat of a 
mystery. However, thanks to some good detective 
work by Maxine Peile, the mystery of the 
tablecloth and its 255 signatures had been 
solved. She spent many hours; telephoning, 
writing letters of inquiry, talking to locals about 
its origin and exactly who all the signatures were. 
We thank Maxine for her persistence and 
dedication into solving the mystery of the 
"Friendship Tablecloth”. While the LCHS and 
Maxine hosted the Gardner Tablecloth Reunion at 
the Lake Creek Grange, the mystery was in 
finding out who made it, deciphering signatures 
from locals, and identifying each person on the 
cloth.(article in Lake Creek Newsletter ~ 
Summer2000). The tablecloth is hanging in the 
LCHS building. 

Maxine is a descendant of one of the first 
families to settle in the Lake Creek area . Lloyd 
Walch, Maxine's father and my grandfather, John 
Walch, were brothers. A few years ago Maxine 
(and other senior members of the Walch family), 
entrusted me with the original Walch family bible 
that belonged to my Great-Grandparents, Jacob 
and Katherine Walch. Iam humbled and honored 
to have such a wonderful family treasure. 

I knew Maxine to be a kind and gentle 
person, who loved her family. She was very 
proud of her pioneer heritage. I recall, several 
years ago, my wife and I were at the Old Central 
Point IOOF Cemetery cleaning up two family 
plots. We ran into Maxine, who was alone, and 
working hard in sprucing up her Messal family 
plot. We talked together for some time about our 
families' common heritage. I can still remember 
the sound of her voice. She was truly a special 
person and is missed in Lake Creek!! 
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BETTY BRADSHAW 


Betty Helena Caldwell Bradshaw was born on 
July 24, 1928 in Meeker, Colorado, to Fredrick 
and Hester Caldwell. She grew up on her 
family's ranch along the Yellow Creek in a little 
cabin with her siblings: Truman, Dorothy, Ethel, 
Victor and Ellis. Neighbors and friends lived few 
and far between. She filled her days attending 
The Yellow Creek School, helping her dad on the 
ranch, playing baseball, sledding and ice skating. 


There was a job in Oregon that brought her 
family to Eagle Point in 1944. She attended 
Eagle Point High School where she was a 
member of the Glee Club, and in 1946 she 
graduated. 


In the first few years in Oregon, she met her 
favorite cowboy , Merton Bradshaw at a Grange 
Hall dance, and in 1948, Betty and Merton were 
married in Medford, Oregon. On December 5, 
1956 they added their first addition to their 
family, Valerie Elaine Bradshaw and not long after 
on August 11, 1962, they welcomed their son, 
Lee Fredrick Bradshaw. 


They lived together in the Old White House 
on the original Bradshaw ranch. In 1966, they 
moved down the road and established the 
“Merton Bradshaw Cattle Company” 
headquarters. In her early years, she cherished 
time helping Mert on the ranch, raising their 
children, and spending time with friends. 


Grandma Betty loved her family, sharing 
stories of growing up in Colorado, and singing 
her favorite songs. She was never one to turn 
down a dessert or go and grab a bite of Chinese 
food. 


We will miss her fiery personality and 
stubborn way. She gave us a lot of good laughs 
in her later years. She was never afraid to escape 
one of her day care providers or fight you for a 
piece of cake. Though she will be deeply missed 
we know she is probably enjoying all her favorite 
cupcakes with her favorite cowboy again. 


She was buried in the Brownsboro Cemetery 
on January 14, 2021. 
By LaRay Bullard 


Charles (Chuck) Glenn Eccleston 
April 25, 1936 - January 29, 2021 


Beloved husband, father, grandfather, brother, uncle, and 
friend. Chuck Eccleston, died on January 29, 2021, from 
cancer. Chuck was the son of Cecil and Lois (Bentz) 
Eeceleston, bern in Lakeview, Oregon, April 25. 1936; and 
a descendent of Pioneer families who settled in the 
Lakeview area: Eccleston, Metzker, and Petree on his 
father's side and Chandler on his mother's side of the 
family. Chuck's family moved to Southern Oregon in the 
carly 1940s, where he grew up, graduating from Eagle 
Point High School in 1954. 


He attended Oregon Institute of Technology trom 1955-57, 


gaining licensure in Surveyor Technology. This helped 
pave the way for him, when he enlisted in the Army in 
1957, to instruct students and manage a surveyor crew for 
new military installations, which he did for three years in 
(iermany and France. 


After the military, he worked as a surveyor for the Oregon 
State Highway Department for several years. Moving to 


Downey, Califomia in 1960, he began work for the City of 


Downey. He was with the City for 26 years. During this 
ume, he completed a Civil Engineering degree and was 
promoted to City Traffic Engineer. He continued this work 
for the City of Pasadena in 1986-1989, and then worked as 
a consultant for the County of Riverside, retiring in 1991. 


He was a member of the Institute of Transportation 
Engineers for 20 years and ITE Southem California 
Section President (1981-1982). He was a founding 
member and Past President of the City Traffic Engineers 
Association (Souther California); and he was a member 
or had a leadership role in a number of related associations 
and groups. 


While living in Calitomia, he married Rosalie Beniamino 
and helped raise their two children, Karen and Craig. He 
took delight in supporting his children's interests and 
education. 


He returned to Southern Oregon in 1991 and helped form a 
band of "brothers", a group of Eagle Point High School 
graduates, who met often to celebrate birthdays and life. 
Chuck married Colleen (Arthur) McCoy in June 1993 and 
they embarked on a mutual love of genealogy together. He 
will be remembered for saying that Colleen's happiness 
was his happiness. and this was so even as his body 
declined, 


In honor of his Pioneer family. and for one month in 1996, 
he travelled with a group of people on the Applegate Trail 
for a historical reenactment: clothed like the pioneers, used 
covered wagons, and cooked food over a fire. Along with 
the historical remembrances along the way, this had a 
profound impact on his life. 


Chuck was an avid genealogist until the day he died, 
participating in the Rogue Valley Genealogical Society 
(RVGS) as a Life Member, with various roles including 
President and Volunteer Director; and promoted the 
recognition of the Jackson County Genealogy Library 
under the auspices of RVGS. He was passionate about 
each researcher finding their ancestors and devoted many 
hours to helping find that elusive ancestor. His most 
satisfying work was with Roger Roberts, and Ron Brown, 
in finding lost or uncared-for historic cemeteries in 
Jackson County. 


He is survived by his wife Colleen; brother Eugene 
Eccleston; sister Linda (Eccleston) Vanderlip; daughter 
Karen Eccleston and Greg Freibel. and their son Joshua; 
and son Craig Eccleston. On Colleen’s side of Chuck's 
family, he is survived by Phillip McCoy and his three adult 
children: Kevin McCoy; Kelly (McCoy) and Tim 
MelL.aurin I. and their daughter, Katala; Michael and Julia 
(Courson) McCoy; Karen McCoy; and Nathan McCoy and 
his three adult children: Kia (Coddington) and Zach 
Brubaker, and their two children; Kyriana McCoy; and 
Kalina McCoy. 


The graveside service was held in February. There will be 
no memorial at this time. If you wish to honor Chuck's 
memory, you may do so by donating to the Rogue Valley 
Genealogical Society, 3405 S Pacific Hwy. Medford, OR 
97501. 
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Lela Maxine Peile 


Maxine, 84, died Oct 16, 2020 in Medford. 
She was born June 17, 1936 to Lloyd and 
Bernice Walch in Ashland, OR. Bernice died 
soon after from complications of child birth. 
Maxine then went to live with her aunt, 
Emma (Walch) Messal and uncle William 
Messal on their ranch up Salt Creek, near 
Lake Creek, OR. She was three days old. 


William and Emma's grown son, Lester, had 
a big influence on Maxine's life growing up 
on the ranch. He lived nearby and taught 
her how to ride, shoot and hunt. She had an 
interesting childhood, which included things 
like going with Lester on his bear trap line, 
chasing wild horses with Lester and Charley 
Stanley, and all sorts of after hour deer 


activities. 


After graduating from Eagle Point High 
School in 1954, she married her high school 
sweetheart, Ed Peile, on December 1955. 
They soon returned to the ranch, where 
together they raised cattle and had two 
children, Teresa Schleigh, Eagle Point and 
Kelly Peile, Lakeview, OR. Maxine loved the 
ranch and when she and Ed divorced she 
kept the ranch and continued to run cattle 
on her own. She also drove a school bus for 
Eagle Point School and later worked many 


Page 9 


The Lake Creek Letter 


years at the Upper Rogue Community 
Center. She very much enjoyed all the 
people she got to know and help working 
there. 


Maxine has one grandchild, Clint Schleigh, 
who also grew up, and lives on the ranch. 
They were best of buddies and when 
Grandma was babysitting it most times 
meant a trip to the nearest fishing hole. She 
loved to fish but hunting bucks was her true 
love. She was a crack shot, and just about 
anywhere on her place, she knew where to 
pitch a rock into the buck's bed. Maxine has 
one great granddaugher, Lela Schleigh, who 
is 2 years old. 


In her later years she enjoyed working on 
her ranch museum and helped form the 
Backhand Seven Historical Society. The 
Messal family came to Salt Creek in 1872. 
There is an extensive pioneer cemetery on 
the property. 


Maxine was preceded in death by her two 
brothers Kenny and Harold Walch. She will 
be buried in the Salt Creek Pioneer 
Cemetery on her beloved ranch during a 
private service. 


Re written from the Upper Rogue Independent, 
Eagle Point, OR October 28,2020 


CONDOLENCES 


The Lake creek Historical Society wishes to give 
our condolences to all the families that have lost 
loved ones. We feel the only way to do that is to 
print the obituaries and stories of those that have 
passed since our last newsletter. 

We also wish to thank those that wrote their 
memories about Maxine Peile. It was such a great 
honor to print your stories! 
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Joan Brittson Breeding 
December 7, 1930-January 12, 2021 


Joan Ruth Britton Breeding, 90, of Medford, 
Oregon, passed away peacefully in her sleep on 
January 12, 2021 in her senior living home. She 
went by the names Jo, Grandma Jo, Aunt Jo and 
JoJo. 

Joan was born in Chicago, Illinois, to Ruth and 
Arthur F. Harper, Jr. As a child she moved with her 
parents, and sister Jean, to Roseburg, Oregon. 

Joan R. Harper married Marion James Britton 
(Jim) on March 20, 1965 in Roseburg, Oregon. 
They were married 20 years before he passed in 
1985. Joan married Lloyd (Bud) Elmer Breeding 
on April 1988. They were married 28 years before 
Lloyd passed in 2017. 

Joan was incredibly involved and loved working 
with Job's Daughters while living in Roseburg. She 
was preceptor Zeta of the Alpha Iota chapter of 
Beta Sigma Phi. She enjoyed adventurous travels 
with Marion on their motorcycle which took them 
across the country to many new places. 

Joan moved to Eagle Point when she married 
Lioyd. They later moved to Prospect, then to 
Shady Cove before she moved to Prestige Senior 
Living Arbor Place in 2018. Both she and Lloyd 
were involved in The Rogue Valley Old Timers Car 
Club for many years. A few of her other hobbies 
she enjoyed were crocheting, gardening and Bible 
studies. 

She is preceded in death by her parents Ruth 
and Arthur F. Harper, Jr, of St. Helens, OR; sister 
Jean Markin of Portland, OR and stepdaughter 
Linda Britton Andre of Salem, OR. 
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Surviving (Step) Children are; Gail Britton 
Warren of West Covina, CA;Timothy (Roseanna) 
Breeding of Bonanza, OR; David ( Marjie) Breeding 
of Shady Cove, OR ;Nancy (Gerold) Radke of 
Lebanon, OR and Joan Pariani of Eagle Point, OR, 
She had numerous grandchildren and great- 
grandchildren. 

Celebration of Life/Funeral Service is not 
scheduled at this time due to COVID-19 
restrictions. 

The family would like to thank Asante Hospice 
and the personnel at Arbor Place who cared for her 
in her last days. 

Any contributions or flowers may be donated to 
a charity of your choice in Joan's honor. 

Rewritten from the Medford Mail Tribune. 
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March 7, 1933- September 6, 2020 


Edgar Arthur Kupillas, 89, passed away 
peacefully of natural causes in the care of his 
children on September 6,2020. 

Born July 27, 1931 in Brooklyn New York, 
Edgar was the only child of Arthur and Elli Kupillas, 
first generation German immigrants. The family 
moved to White Plains where they lived for several 
years and then Greenwich, Connecticut. 

Directly after graduating from Greenwich High 
School in 1949, Edgar rode his Harley Davidson 
across the country to Northern Idaho to work for 
the Forest Service, which he did for a number of 
summers while studying at the School of Forestry 
at Syracuse University in Syracuse, New York; » 
graduating in 1953. 
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After commencement, as the Korean War 
escalated, Edgar enlisted in the Marines. He 
attended boot camp at Quantico and later trained 
at Camp Lejeune, ultimately ascending to the role 
of Company Commander in the Marine Corps 
Engineers. He married his sweetheart Sally the 
following year. 

When the Korean War treaty was signed and 
it was clear he would not be deployed overseas, 
Edgar took a job across the country in Medford, 
Oregon working initially for the Bureau of Land 
Management and then Elk Lumber Company. 
Edgar and Sally started their family in 1956 with 
the birth of their first son, Steven followed by 
Greg and Karin in 1959 and 1963. The family 
moved to Salem in 1967. 

In the next chapter of his life, following his 
separation from Sally, he adopted children Joe 
and Liz when he married Sue in 1976. Edgar's 
work took the family back to Southern Oregon 
where they settled in Eagle Point. Several years 
later, he retired his corporate career and began 
consulting on forestry projects and became 
politically active on policies regarding forest 
management. 

Following his retirement from consulting, he 
moved to a new ranch near Butte Falls, Oregon, 
where he enjoyed spending time with fellow 
ranchers and from where he took occasional 
camping trips with his partner Lu Anthony. In 
2017, he moved to Northern Oregon to spend his 
remaining years with his children. 

Edgar's parents instilled in him a love of 
history, nature and the outdoors that he carried 
throughout his life. He loved to share his passion 
for the outdoors with his friends and family, 
especially his children. In 2010 at 79, he shot an 
antelope on his final hunt with son Steve. He 
shared his ultimate ski trip with son Greg in 2010. 
As recently as the month before his passing, he 
enjoyed his final fishing trip with sons, Greg and 
Joe. 

He will be remembered by many for the 
experiences they shared and the way that he 
touched their lives. For his children and 
grandchildren he'll be remembered as a great role 
model, a father who was present and always 
wanted to share his time, stories and adventures 
with them. 
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Both daughters Karin and Liz have fond memories 
of countless journeys on horseback. He was the 
kind of dad who would come home from work and 
saddle up the horses to go out for a ride. 

For those who knew him, Edgar was someone 
who led by example, modeling responsibility and 
commitment. When he said he would do 
something, you could count on it. He was 
resourceful, tenacious and an excellent problem 
solver. He was fastidious and kept lessons from 
his German parents and the Marines throughout 
his life. You could bounce a quarter off his military 
made bed, he expected three-squares a day and 
he could always fit into his Marine uniform. He 
told a great story, he laughed easily and he loved 
his family and friends deeply. 

Edgar Arthur Kupillas will be remembered 
lovingly by his friends and family including his 
children: Steve (Sue), Greg (Malia), Karin (Dave), 
Joe (Sabina) and Liz as well as his grandchildren; 
Olga, Jesse, Janet (Ed), Zoey, Keaton, Nick, Everett 
and Ellie. 

A celebration of life and Veteran Memorial 
service will be held on July 27, 2021 in Eagle Point, 
Oregon. Please contact any of his children for 
more information. Donations in Edgar's name can 
be made to The Leadership Institute or to the 
Oregon Logging Conference Repair and Recovery 
Fund, supporting those affected by the recent fires 
in Oregon. | 
Note: Rewritten from the Medford Mail Tribune. 


BETTY BRADSHAW 


I was hoping to get an obituary before the 
newsletter went to the printer. But it didn't happen 
so I am going to give a little information that I know 
about Betty. 

Betty was born in Meeker, Colorado, on July 24, 
1928. She had seven siblings. 

Betty graduated from Eagle Point High School in 
1946. She married Merton Bradshaw in 1948. They 
had two children, Lee and Val Bradshaw, Eagle 
Point, OR. 

She was buried in the Brownsboro Cemetery on 
January 14, 2021. By Marilyn Matoney 
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Violet "Vi" R. Pettegrew 
October 20, 1942 -February 9, 2021 


Violet "Vi" R. Pettegrew passed away February 9, 
2021. Vi was born October 20, 1942 in Grove, 
Oklahoma to A.D and Rachel Jackson. She had a 
wonderful childhood growing up on her family's 
farm. Vi was the oldest of nine siblings with six 
brothers and two sisters. She learned how to take 
care of herself around all those brothers. 


In 1960 after graduating from High School, Vi 
joined the United States Army. In 1961 Vi also 
joined a semi-professional softball team where 


she played the position of catcher. She eventually 
was stationed in Stuttgart, Germany where she 
worked in administration. Being stationed in 
Germany gave her the ability to travel throughout 
Europe and experience some amazing things; 


even trying to downhill ski in the Alps. Vi loved 
being part of the Army and was very proud to 
serve her country for four years. 


In 1969, Vi met and married the love of her life, 
Charles V. Pettegrew. The two were married on 
August 2, 1969 and were married for 51 years. 
Charles and Vi had two children, Robin and 
Wesley. Vi was a devoted mother spending many 
hours working with schools, PTA, girl scouts and 
little league. 


In 1984, with her children in school most of time 
or playing sports, Vi decided to take a job with 
H&R Block. Vi spent the next 26 years with H&R 
Block working her way up from office receptionist 
to office manager extraordinaire and tax preparer. 
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During this same time Vi became very involved 
with Eagle Point Youth Baseball. She helped 
organize some of the first BINGO fundraisers at 
the local bar in Eagle Point. They eventually grew 
so big they moved to a bigger facility in White City. 
Vi was elected to the board in 1985 and continued 
to serve as the treasure until 2021. During her 
tenure, she was instrumental in getting new 
baseball and softball fields for Eagle Point that 


were used by the high school and summer ball 
teams. 


Vi enjoyed spending time with her family, good old 
westerns, reading mystery novels and occasionally 
going to the casino to play the slot machines, 
where she was always very lucky. 


Vi is preceded in death by her father and mother, 
brother Andrew, sister Anita and brother David. 
She is survived by her husband Charles, daughter 
Robin Solomon (Kurt), son Wes (Kim), 
grandchildren, Jessica, Emily and Joey, great- 
grandchild, Alana. Brothers, Alvin, Bruce, Mike, 
Jody and Sister Deb. 


Graveside service will be held on March 17, 2021 
at 11:00am at Siskiyou Memorial Gardens. In lieu 
of flowers we are asking for donations to the Eagle 
Point High School Scholarship Fund which can be 
sent to District 9 Foundation PO Box 1166 Eagle 
Point, OR 97524 or you can donate via their 
website at 
https://d9foundation.com/product/donate in 
memorial of Vi Pettegrew 


Rewritten from the Medford Mail Tribune. 
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Chuck Eccleston 
This article was provided by the Rogue Valley 
Genealogy Society, Phoenix, OR. 


RVGS Life Member Chuck Eccleston has died. 


Life Member, Past President, Volunteer 
Director Extraordinaire, Cemetery Sleuth, 
Land Researcher. These are only a few of the 
best known volunteer positions that Chuck 
held during his many years (at least 27) with 
RVGS. Chuck became Publicity co-Chair with 
his wife Colleen in 1994, Vice President in 
1996 (Jean Maack was President), President in 
1997, Past President and Programs Chair in 
1998, Education in 1999 and 2000. Through a 
combination of Board level resignations he 
once again took on the role of Past President in 
2006 and continued in the role until 2013 when 
Charleen Brown stepped down from her 14 
year presidency. He then took on his last 
formal role, which was truly his signature 
accomplishment throughout his entire 
volunteer years with RVGS: Volunteer 
Director. A few years ago during a Board 
retreat attended by a number of active non- 
Board member volunteers, all but two people 
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in attendance pointed to Chuck as the person 
who recruited them to RVGS. That is an 
accomplishment without equal! 


RVGS was Chuck’s passion. He was such a 
people person, engaging anyone and everyone 
in conversation, learning their interests and 
enthusiasms, then gently (or somewhat firmly) 
suggesting ways they could volunteer at RVGS. 
He undertook the highly successful Cemetery 
Project, partnering with Roger Roberts and Ron 
Brown to locate, research, clean-up, and identify 
caretakers for many burial locations throughout 
Jackson County. His engineering background 
resulted in effective state highway signs 
directing people to RVGS (especially important 
when we were located blocks from the highway 
in Phoenix!) 


Charles Glenn Eccleston was 84 when he died 
29 Jan 2021 at his home in Jackson County, 
Oregon. He is survived by his wife Colleen, 
sister Linda Vanderlip, brother Eugene 
Eccleston, daughter Karen Eccleston, son Craig 
Eccleston, and grandson Joshua. 


Memories of Chuck: 


Andrea Patterson: "Chuck greeted me when I 
walked in the library door at 133 S. Central in 
1996. The next thing I knew I was ona 
committee with he and Bruce McGarvey and 
others. From there, he helped me navigate the 
library, fill out Group Sheets and show me how 
to research in the Salt Lake City Library. In 
early 2014 he invited me to lunch and the next 
thing I knew I was society president after 9 
years on the Board. His own research took a 
back seat to always helping others. He was the 
first to become a Life Member. His dedication 
to the current building remodel was above the 
call of duty. He was there every day with a 
hammer or broom. His classes on Land Records 
and genealogy lectures were enjoyed by all. He 
had a passion for locating “forgotten” 
gravestones and cleaning up many old burial 
sites. In Medford, we had a special lady with 
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mental disabilities who wore white gloves and 
walked the streets and was known to all. 

When she passed, Chuck took it upon himself 
to locate family and make every effort to find a 
home for “the white glove lady’s" ashes. 
That’s who he was. How can one volunteer be 
so involved and effective? A lost treasure with 
his passing, but he will not be forgotten.” 


Janie Stewart: "John’s and my friendship with 
Chuck and Colleen began somewhere around 
2003 after we met at Jacksonville Presbyterian 
Church. Soon we were sharing dinner or 
dessert, followed by rousing games of 
cribbage, a couple of times a month! And of 
course, the conversations were laced with 
stories of genealogy. Our interest sparked, we 
were introduced to the Rogue Valley 
Genealogical Society in which the Ecclestons 
were very involved. So, I began searching for 
the Irish ancestors I thought I might have, but 
due to the very limited amount of information 
| had, I was unable to find anything about them. 
Remember, this was back in the days of 
SOUNDEX and having to do most of the work 
required in searching the Internet. Well, 
Chuck was not one to admit, or allow me to 
admit, defeat! One day he asked the name of 
my maternal great grandfather Columbus 
McGee. After searching under all the possible 
spellings of McGee and finding nothing, 
Chuck brilliantly entered the first name of 
“Columbus" in the Pennsylvania Census Data 
Base! Lo and behold, there he was: Columbus 
MEGE. Who would ever have thought to spell 
it that way??? With his wife Isabella and their 
children, including my grandfather, I was off 
to the races and haven’t stopped yet. With 
Chuck and Colleen’s help and guidance John, 
too, was able to trace his family back to Ireland 
and Scotland with roots in his mother’s line 
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from three of the passengers on the Mayflower. 
We enjoyed several trips to Salt Lake City with 
the Ecclestons during the ensuing years, spent 
many hours rejoicing over breakthroughs and 
surprises, and our wonderful friendship 
continues to this day both here on earth and in 
Heaven." 


Jack Patterson: “I got to know Chuck during the 
summer we remodeled the old 

Mexican Restaurant into our library today. Not 
only was he an enthusiastic and energetic 
worker, he was friendly to anyone who entered 
and wanted to work or just look. He spent many 
hours doing a lot of the menial jobs and became 
known as our “beloved swamper," the one who 
cleaned up the messes no one else wanted to. 
Chuck was full of great ideas and took 
tremendous pride in the finished product. He 
will be missed.” 


Charleen Brown: “Chuck was a great people 
person. He could talk you into doing almost 
anything.” 


Marilyn Maloney: “He and Dirk Siedlecki 
helped the Lake Creek Historical Society with 
restoring our Lake Creek Cemetery (Pech 
Cemetery). He was such a nice and helpful 
person. 


Chuck credited his low membership number of 
43 to that of his wife, Colleen. In order to 
pretend to be a founding member he said he had 
to pick out the prettiest member with the lowest 
number and marry her! We mourn Chuck’s loss 
and extend our sympathy to Colleen. 
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DONATED 1909 POSTCARDS 
Chris Cooper located three post cards on a web page and purchased them. He then donated 
them to the LCHS. Two of the post cards were addressed to Helen Sidley and one to Mike Sidley, 
who lived in Lake Creek, OR. They are post marked from the Lake Creek Post Office. They are 
signed by a Billy with no last name. Another puzzle is that one card says that Billy had hurt his hand 


and a Lillie Grissom was taking care of him. I realize it was 112 years ago, but wouldn't be fun to 
figure out who they were. 


Chris also located some school information that Helen and Julia Sidley were school teachers. 


Thank you Chris for your donation! 
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Memory's 


Greg Walch posted this memory he had on Facebook and I asked him if I eG, ore a 
newsletter, He said sure and I am hoping it will inspire others to share me 


Creek or Cascade Ranch. Thanks Greg! 
The Good ‘ol days.... 


So I'm thinking about when I used to work at ese —., ¥e gemini ca pul: the 
n IS 7 v / 
old Meyer house (was located where the Lake Creek sig haleenuipsit nec 02 
i i keep them there in his living : 
lived. I had an amp and a guitar there. Mark let me Seat 
i I would let myself in. I would get all tu p 
be gone to work by the time I got there, and iureree cs 18 
i le to hear me all the way to the q 
really played! I suppose they might have been ab \ s Loan a 
i j tead of going to work I was playing my 
e so it made some of the ranch hands jealous because ins 
aS but the management was okay with that because I kept the fields green and most of my job 
was to just irrigate. 


Greg's sister Shannon responded:'I would ride your ten speed by on my way up the creek and hear 
you playing....loud and clear. ' 


‘The Lake Creek Letter is published by the Lake Creek Historical Society and distributed to members and other as 
designed by the Board of Directors. Subscriptions are free with membership. Single issues and back copies are 
available for .50 cents each. Copyrighted by the Lake Creek Historical Society. NO part of this publication may 
be reprinted without written permission from the Society. 

Address all editorial communications to Lake Creek Letter C/O Lake Creek Historical Society, 1739 South Fork 
Little Butte Creek Road, Eagle Point, OR, 97524. Or e-mail: 

We are happy to consider queries and contributions. All material must be submitted with the writer's name, 
address and telephone number. We cannot return material submitted unless a postage paid return envelope is 
included. The Lake Creek Historical Society will take care of all material submitted, but cannot be responsible for 
loss or damage. We are not responsible for authenticity of stories written by others. 

This newsletter complied by: Marilyn Maloney and Julie Thompson, LCHS Volunteers. 


Lake Creek Historical Society 
1739 South Fork Little Butte Creek Road 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 


